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which one shrinks, however, it proved less formidable
than in the prospect. We parted in sorrow but
wholly without anger. Nobody called me a traitor.
Most of my supporters understood, and all seemed
to respect, my motives. Scarcely any of our friend-
ships, it proved, were severed. Indeed, even the
political severance was often only temporary or
nominal, for many of them have voted ever since
for the National alliance. For their kindness at a
moment which might have left a lifelong soreness I
owe them much. But I owe them a good deal more for
seven years of education among them, from which
I learned as much, I have begun to realise, as from
any other experience in my life*

None the less, as I drove thoughtfully home on
September the thirteenth, under a fantastic sunset
of dappled pink, from the final meeting with my
executive, it seemed clear that politics, as far as I
was concerned, were clone with. I must return to the
life wholly literary and cloistered. Perhaps even the
time had now arrived for that small grey manor
house, remote yet accessible, easy to run yet un-
mistakably "period," of which we have constantly
dreamed but which has somehow never yet quite
fitted into the pattern of our lives. I had thought
once that, contrary to received tradition, I might be
a better historian for knowing something at first
hand of how simple men are moved by argument
and interest. Well, that lesson, for what, and I
thought it much, it had been worth, was ended;
could I not become a scholar now, of a more accepted
brand? But of what brand? For there are several.
Most cojniwpities, and ths world of scholarship is